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THE HOUSEWIFE MAKES HER CHOICE

THR “farm to family” co-operative market experiment in Brook-

Iyn has come to an cud.  Its eponsors profess to be satisfied
with what thev claim it has proved, namely, that farm products
can be shipped directly from the farm to the consumer without the

meddling of commission merchants and widdlemen st a saving of "0
per cent. in household expenses.

Just the same the fact remaina that the venture has falled, tem-
porarily at least, because it can’t support itself. Its managers admit
that it can’t go on unless they can get some organizer from England
where they understand these things and are able to make $600,000,000
worth of yearly co-operative business pay five per cent. intirest with a
twelve per cent. patronage dividend besides. |

The main troubls in Brooklyn has been that folks wouldn’t go
%o market. With only three deliveries & weok from the co-operdtive |
slors, & housewife had to put in her orders for two days at once in-
stead of running to the telephone merning, noon and night, as may
suit her convenience.

Convenience—thers Hes the trouble. 'All optimistio experiment.
ore with the co-operative market ides in Brooklyn apd Staten Island
will find themselves sooner or later wp sguinst the same difficulty.
People hereabouts will not go marketing in any numbers on the old-
{ashioned plan shead, take-your-bsaket and seek-the-best-price plan.
Telephones and “free” delivery have utterly spoiled them for that
particular kind of thrift. Our habits in these respects may be ex- |
travagant, but they have a tight grip on us and it will take a powerful
lot of exhortation from any British “organizer” to pry us loose.

The American city honsewife won’t have economy if ehe must
give up convenience.

&
v

Mayor Kine confided o The Bvening World that
heart” he feels “the presemt 1 o'clock curfew isw for
taurants s a trifle too stringent™ Lobs of other hesrts
as one with his,

BUT NOT TO-DAY.

Fl\'E YEARS ago Willlam R. Willoox, then Chairman of the

Public Service Commission, iseued o formal order directing
the various city railway companies to remedy the needless
noisea caused by screeching brakes, pounding wheels and unmofled
curves and switches. .
Replying to that order, J. ¥. Calderwood, Vice-Presldent snd
General Manager of the Brooklyn Rapid Transit OCompany, wrote to
Chairman Willeox: T |

ments most directly interested and bawe called
necessary instructions to employees in sald departments, and have
arranged for such modificstion of cur opersting methods as promise
s fair mensure of relief.

Special Inspections will be mede ot variows locstioos and resulle

« equipment in such condlition that goise will be reduced to 2 minimum.
,  Five years ago the Public Berviee Commission recognized that
the insufferable grindings and screechings made by care of city reil.
way lines were unnecessary, It zecognised ita duty to eave the pudlic
fsom such torture,

Five years ago the city reflway companies recoguised the right of
the Public Service Commission to enforce the demand of the publio in
Shis matter and edmitted that the nolsse were needless.

To-day, so far as intolerabls, torturing nolse is concerned, the
teliway companios have forgotten thefr admissions and their promises
ssgompletely os the Publio Service Commission has forgoiten its duty.

v

New Yorirs intest sult arising from enhiappropristed affections is
a'oiry, very long way indeed from what Mr. Dooley cally “the
shert and simple scendah of the poor®

]
and |

Poatal 1'nlon, |

* [Where Is the Cook? «wia, by Maurice Ketten|
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'S THE USE of HAVING
\F SHE

HASN'T Cong -
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vold.” .

rag-time medley? B

her suddenly becomes a duty.

“engagement.”

Every man regards himself as

a vampire as over a KITTEN.

5 MAN'S heart is like the New York weather—always a little unsettiel
Two people who marry sach other are usually “om the sume

wire” untfl the affinity cuts in—and the wires get crossed in the “luminees

Every man has a different “ideal” and just as you thiak
you are perfectly fascinating and angelle, according to one man's notiea,
along comes another and wants to “reform” you,

Why does a man always want to keep several flirtations on hand af
a time—to mix all the colors on life's palette until it is nothing but \
smudge and all the notes in love’s sweet song untll it is nothing but &

Jen't 1t funny! No malter how much a mana s phing to eill oa e
girl, the moment he makes an engagement with her the pleasure of seslag

A coquette 1 just a "stock actress,” ready and walting te
role from Circe to Little Eva, according to the raquirements of her

them merely has to do something awful, and then put up a distress sigaal,
to bave avery othor man in sight or hearing rushing to the rescue.

Certalnly, women ought o have the privilege of proposing, dbut the
average man would forgive a woman sooner for askicg him to steal for
her or die for her than for asking him to marry her,

When a modern man loses his head It l=n't so often over a elrea or

L
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play
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his *“brother's keeper,” and oms

2
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SERVANT GIRLS
CLUB HOUSE

OPENED SEPT. 193

I A New Angle on the “Eternal Trijnglc"

———

How Three People Sett'ed the World

014 Problem of *“Husband, Wife
and Otber Man.”

HE tmeworn “Etfernal Tyé
T ongle” receives somewhat

unigue treatment of the hands
of Allen Monkhowse in Mo mowest
dook, “Dying Fires" (George H.
Dovan Compony).
Richard Peel and Letty, Ma wifs,
have been married for yeors. Their
only oMid L long dead. OAlldiens
wedlook end @ choin of ciroumatances
have combined to emother the Arst
bright flome of their love. Then, ever
oloser emd oloser into Letty's Hfe has
nome Jomea Morice, Aer Ausbond's
friend. Richerd refurns home uner
poctedly one evening to find that
Morice has called during Mas abaence.
The outhor givesr the foliowing un-

THE NATIONAL BIRD.

ITH striotly fresh egge at sixty-five cents a dozen the hen
seems to have turned beughty much esrlier than wusual
this eeason. Perhaps it is to bring joy to the hearts of

the cold storage magnates who are holding convention in Chicago and
pretending to smack their lips over banquets of eggs, chickens and
other things that have been dead and cooling these three years.
Just when we are ready to launch withering remarks at these lords of
{he ice box who freeze the juice and flavor out of our eats, the hen
casually ssunters off the job and reminds us to thank our etars even
for cold storage.

To add to our confusion the Poultry, Butter and Bgg Convention,
gleo in session, reproaches us for wasting every vear 875,000,000 worth
of the hard work of the American hen in the enormous number of
eges broken on the way to market, Yet, in spite of everything, the
hen achieves a tolal annual output for which the people of this land
give up $1,000,000,0001 Al B ] ]

No wonder the egg men want to pull down the eagle from the
American standard and replace him with a hen,

Letters From the People |

“Packed With Human Frelght”
To the Kditor of The Eveving World:

The "L, subway und surface lines
are stlll nacked with human frelght
The conductors are still bmproving their
lungs with the familiar “Step forward,
Pienty of reem Inslde And while thuo'
engaged he tralny or cam behind are|
Lield up to undergo the same process of
packing human cattle 19 the detriment
of real rapld transil, to traftic In gen-
eral, 0 the hesdth and comfort of the
tueek Gothamites In particular. We al- | was, never 1s, bur will when |
lewed lovers and upholders of that beau- | s it is nrg_ What Ia "f-b.-'n:“:..::: I:

tiful emblom of liberty (Stars snd wpo. " B.
Siripes) are nothing but an erdisary i _umm‘ﬁrt

herd of humble sheep, ever ready to
submit to such and even wores treat-
ment,  More traine anl cars running
wilh rvequired frequency, allowing no
passenger to stand, would undoubt-
edly mean an vnormous expenditure of
motey, but the trafMe problem would
be permanently solved. There (s no
other moiution, FRANK L W,
“To-Marrow.”
To the Editur of Tiie Brening World:
I read 'n this column the following
riddie:  “"What 1s that whioh never

wiual turn fo en old and mnot chooys
savory scenel

e ——

TCHARD erossed the hall alowly

R and entered the drawing-redm,

whers his wife and Mnorice
stood together.

Morice looked at his watch, Dellb.
arately he sald to Letty: "We've
been talking for two hours™ Rich.
ard was intereated now,

He had interrupted, ar rather he
had terminated, thelr explanation,
For two hours they had talked to-
gether with a franknes® rare belween
man and woman. They had looked
into ene another's eyes with yearn-
Ing, but not quite as lovers look. He
had seen that love was posalble and
had  decided upon  devotion. It
seemed A tama conclusien, impos-
sible perhaps to those of Younm
Wiood, but the steps Lo It Were mot
taken tamely. Morice, in set tsrma,
with & volce whose vibrations
thrilled her, had offered again the
service of hia complete devotion,
and then, atrangely and bSravaly.
had procesded to recapitulate elr-
cumstances that might bave the
color of reservations, He told her
of his mother, of his own inoral or
puritanical preposseasions, and eape-
elally of the claims of his work,
the ahandonment of which at this
functure would be a desertlon. * * ¢

“And not & word of love,"” she sald.
It wa@ not provecative: It was truly
amasement. “You don't love me. 1
ses that. 1 know that. How eould
you? And yet=you're hard to uns
derstand, S0 romantie, so romantio,
And yet you'rs hard commen sanas
No. You'd do all thir for a wom.
an you don't care for."

“Don't cars for?’
Do you Jove meo, then?"
“It's only that I haven't dured.”

Ghe might yield Mow easily she

could y!'eld If he touched her! If
they 4id not love, yet they could
travel fast on the path of love to-
gsther, ‘The danger—her instinct
mades it & danger—~braced her, and
than she feared to break his reserve
and 90 mar that Mdeal of him. * @ »©

Ard then she spoke of Richard,
and guddenly, to his amasement and
her own, she sald:

*I osn't leave him. T think I oouid
never lsave him. It's all foolish.

understand about it and halp him;
he does tell me things sometimes.
And even yet I can see him mo good
and fine. Don't you mses it? Je's
got a blind side. We've both had
our blind sldes to one another and
nothing ean help us. But don't you
see tT If I Joft him It would hurt
fim terridly. I kmow It would.
There's not the least hope for us,
ever. 1 suppose It's cowardica™ ** *

And then MRichard was with them,

—_—
A Strange Love Situation Uniquely
Haodled by Allan Monkhouse

in “Dying Fires,”
have bLean different. I'm not sorry

that I married you, Letty., Those
were good days. Yes, I'm sorry for

You."
nesa.” “] think 1 should tell you some- *] don't think you undermand,’”
Prepared for strange turns, dut net thing,"" sald Morice. sald Morice.

for this, he stared at her, and she
lsughed a littie and shamefacedly,
“I've only felt it—felt 1t strange-
iy=to-night. Perhaps because I was
0 near It I don't think I could
leave him. T can't break away from
things I'm not Mke that It has
meant so much. And them he=l
think of him too. You've never
understood him. I'm afrald of & ter-

“1 know It already.” he sald (3o, It It's best for you, Letty,"

sald Tichard; "but la It Can you
do 1t* I'm not thinking of mywelf,
It you eay here it'll De quiet and,
1 think, different. We might hit off
soma kind of friendliness. I know
H's ludicrous to make such offers
but—well, It's not jealouny of Morioe,
oither. I'm afrald of your making
& horrible mistaka, and all through

“If you omn leave everything, 1
must respect you. It's a big thing
to do. And Letiy-it's all part of
my humillation, I supposs—she'll be
rid of me at Jast. I've felt angry
and murderous about It—absurdly,

rible mistake. I nearly forgot about of course—but not new. I've no my fault. Don't go. Walt a little,
him just now. He's anxious, he's olalms. I'm the ons that's to 1 can't reason with you. I feesl un-
working now from merning tfll night blame. I mean that. God knows commonly ke & chlld."

and he's hard preseed. I ocught to how it all came about. It might ‘I'm not poing.’ sald Tetty.

"Pesl* said Morice, "bafore you 1
offer har my entire davotion, I'll do
what she tells me, I'll come whem
she tolls me. Yes, and I' throttle
you when she tells me."

“I don't think that will be neoces-
sary,” mid Richard. He turned ¢o

Good Shoes at 7 Cents a Pair;
Chickens at 18 Cents a Dozen

~3e Tetty: “You're not golng™'
COUNTRYMAN living just be- ) him more. For he was forced to pay 6 :"\'?'" "
A yond the outakirts of Lendon |cents for a bushel of rye—a sum out of W, P Semansy: seliaved, 1

mustn't thank you, for It's pot for
me. But you're not going."

‘*This Is not & resolution for all
time,” mald Jorice "It may mot

drove to Lthe metropolls one day
to order & few provisions, etc.

(By the way, this account is per-
fectly trua It ls not a problem or a

all proportion to his earller purchases.

It was cheaper, you ses, to buy meat

than the rys bread to eat with it
But his ensuing trip to the drapers

Domestic

— By Alma Woodward —

Dialogues

Qaryright,

Moving Day!
Beeme: Broem's flas a8 B A, M.
iMr, B ea in

w the v
rrsille of & 0 cent alum clock, Mr, H,, e
reely unconscdous, continues Bia live imitation

)

., (shaking him cruelly)—
Henry, Henry, look how late It
Is! Get up! It's long past time

to get up!

Mr. B, (viclously)—Lemme alons!

Mrs. B. (gensroualy)—Wesll, T'l11 let
you alone for about five minutes longer,
Henry, because I know what & ancrifice
it im for you to get up early. But of
course It only makes it harder for me.
Hecauss I'LL have to do all the work.

Mr. B. (squinting through one eye}—
Wh-what work?

Mre. B, (eagerly)—Why, the prepara-
tion for moving of course, Huve you
forgotten that we're going Lo move to-
day? After you made all the arranga-
ments with the company too. Didn't
ywou go to the Bull Storage Warehouse
because Mr. Bull was & membar of your
elub and you thought he'd do It better
than any one else? Why, YOI' know
all about it. All [ xnow is that wae're
going to move. (Fause)
listening to me, Henry?

(No snswer,)

Mra. B, (grabbing hold of him fool
through ths coversa)--Liessen, Henry!
Those men usually gel to places aw-
fully early, '‘specially when It's thelr
busy aseason. And thia I8 their busy
ssason. Moast likely they'll be here at
§ o'clock and how'll they fAnd you?
Walking around in your nightsnlrt!
That'll be & nice picture, won't It? Go
on, now, Henry, get up

hiasl her

Are you

aimed

(§ha d by well
sraba ot his big toe,)

Mr. B. (glaring through half-closed
eyes)—Now, you go 'way and leave me
slone!

Mre. B, (almost in tears)-——Aren't you

1918, b7 The Prem Pudieh ing Oo, (The New York Erealng World).

"should think the least you could de

‘80 enrly?

awful, Henry? When you know I'm all
worked up about moving, anyway! I

would be to get up when I ask you fo.
I shouldn't be a bit surprised If they'd
be ringing the bell In Afteen minutes
or ao.
Mr. B, (dream!ly) = T should haress
myself!
Mre. B (indignantly)=-Well, all I
can say im that you're a selfish, imeon-
#lderate man, and goodness keows
whers you'd get another woman te put
up with you! (In & sudden burst of
vengeaince,) Maybe you don't knew
that I'm Jooked upon almost as & mar-
tyr by my frienda! 3
Xo anawer.)

Mm. B, goe ot the Mitshean snd tealiyp
e siove.  lo & few miovies the o

sppetizing odor of the breablast h‘:
the sotrile of the elesping Mr, l.% ™
ot gp and 1ake potics,)

Mr. B, (mlldly from the bedroom)-—
Carrie’ Carrle! What're you dolng up

(Mm, B, storms the bedmom Liks & eyelons,
e oanapiing and breath coming short and sharp.)
Mrs. B, (swiftly)—Don't you try te
sottsnap me after the way you've aot-
ed thls morning,
Mr. I (In blank amaze)—But why
are you getting breakfast so early?
Mrs, B, (almost screaming)—Becanss
the men are coming' The moving men
are coming! What's the matter with
you this morning? Can't you under- ,-i
stand English? /
Mr. B (mild and gentle as & sephyr
—~Hfut they aren’'t coming until §
afternoon. 1 thought I tokd you that
thay had two Jobs to do to-day, Each
crew has to do two & day at thls sea-
#on of the year. Didn’t I tell you that,
Carrin?
Mra. B. (collapsing)—Tell me? Yeu
KNOW you didn't tell me, you—you—
you brute! Hoo-hoo!

The Day’s Good Sto;ies

Minus Nothing.

ST b md wough o be & youag doctor, &
l young lawywr or & joung peecher—ihelr
wotk I8 worlh very, vary lttle—but bew

much womse it 4 to be a young wculpter, whose
work s worth misus mothing, whose work, instesd
of ereating valoe, destrops (L.*

The speaber wes Charles Granfly, the sculplos,
of Phladelphia, He continued with o smlie:

“ "Why dea't you bave your statue carved eut
of that black marble!' one young sculplor eskeed
spother, ‘Boon jour moey will be all gune snd
you'll Bawe mothing but & clay model for your
work'

* TWell, you see,’ was the other youmg wcul ptar's
reply, ‘ss long s 1 don't make & matue out of
that block of marble | can wil I8, “*—P'hi'adelphia
North American

In the mew cheir and smiling gwalelly o3 the
Voew woman" sitting epposie; "1 don'd Bmew
457 Joke, w18 14 08 e for being elevted dae ‘
{3

"Well, berfly,™ rolled (he newspiper wemas,
with en equally genisl smle, “Tn thet wee § |
think the jobe @ o8 Jour eonstitusols,'—
ington Biar,

How She Did It.

5 & married coupls wars walklng down ene
of (he main tworvaghiares of & cly, s

| |

wersbr, and remarked to his better balf:
“Folm never look al you, | wish 1 had mmr
ried some one bettar lovking. '
The

joke. Thae pricea stated can be verified.)
The countryman fArst went te the
nearest cobbler's, There he bought &
good palr of shoes. Not shoddy foot-
wear, carelesaly turned out or even
machins mads, but hand-sewed and of
fine strong leather. Por this palr of
shoes he pald just seven cents,

Next he drove t0 a butcher stall in
Smithfield, There hs bought a”shesp,
& dosen chickens and ten pounds of
beef. Fur the sheep he pald 10 cents.
For the ghlokens he pald 1% centd
splece, or 18 cents for the dosen. The
ten pounds of beef post him & nickel.

be.”

“Oh, yes," sald Richard, “If I'm
& brute you'll come in #tNL"”

Letty sald nothing. Sudden, im.
menas changes In her Itfe followad
ons another fast. And Morloe,
lately mo near, was receding: he
was far from her already. They
parted quistly, dejectedly.

When he had gone phe attended
te Richard's material wants, slight
23 they ware, punotiliously. He 414
pot ask for an explanation and she
@sve none. He was kind in his mma.
ner to her, and she could not tell

for enough homewpun oloth to provide
bim with a winter sult, atoned for the
high price of the grain. For he found
that stout homespun cloth was selling
Bt 12 cents an !l or § 35 cents a yard.

The farmer had ne troubls In carry-
Ing his wares home In his wagon, ¥For
the wagon was large. He had driven it
to London full of flrewcod, and this
wagonload of wood he bad soM feor
13 cents.

The foregoing prices are all sccurate.
The high coet of living had not yat hit
England. For, you ses, all this hap-

A Quick Retort.

EPRESENTATIVE HINEBAUGH, & new

Do you think & man will stere ot mo when o

-
mamber from 11liols, wan “handed his’a" | and for the m.; of the street wae owpsiesd to

pot loog sge by 8 local DEWSpADSr WUSEA. | e ¢TAr7 EMS wile passed slare haed o her
Hinsbangh st in his pew office ot his naw desk | and even tum around and look after ber,
with & pew tpewriier and & wry geveral aty of |  “'Swe, lasiel" ho suclaimed, ss be refeined hee
mieyment perveding the elmos|haere A woman|*! was wrong and take it beak, I'l aever sy
v  wilie for & spprosched bim. asking for | sught gborit your looks again.™
wome kind of & story, sspecially @ joke. The wifs bad made & fap of o'y maa e
*John,” rrmaked (be nev member, kesning back | mat,

woman tartly mpllel: "' powr et

Hits From

Sharp Wits il

poned several years ago.

In faot, 1t was at the beginanlng of
the sixteenth ceatury,

During the next hundred years prioes
Loomed 40 per cent, and wages didn't.
And things have happened more or
lese that way ever aince.

whether his droodings concerned her
or that other preccoupation. Ehe
mw that she need mot fear the re-
turn of tho lover in him,
And Morice walked away sadly.
He had a burning memory and a
disappointment. A ocertaln
conrtampt for himsel! was, perhaps,
the reflex of the contempt that
others might fesl for him. s rea-
mon gave him & formal approval

For beef was half a cent a pound,
Stowing away his purchases in his big
wagon, the farmer next etopped st a
fiah stall, where for 10 cents he bought
twenty-five blg codnsh,
lls visit to the graln merchant cost

HOW I GOT MY FIRST RAISE

That Michigan man who underwent
gwenty-four operatiens In ten years
muet have been to the surgeons what
Harry Thaw has m. l.o the lawyern

.

The Prince of Menaso tells the exaot
truth when he says that he doamm't
gamble. #e has the sure-thing end of
the m—slu:y .:onr:ul.

A Yot of Argentine beef ls reaching

find the price of & raliroad ticket deown

there and Uncle Sam will pay your way

baock.~Boston Tran:oript.

L ] . .

A good many of the blondes are tam-

porary, but a brunetie |s permaneat.
. L ] [ ]

What has becoms of the old-fashiemed
bridegroom who saved epough momey
to build and furnish a home for his
bride?—Philadeiphla Ledger.

. L] L

"Fow | Gol My First Ralse.

’Brm.ﬂuumd
cumstances caused It?  Tell the
aggerations or sttempts st fine writi

ide of the
CEERE

MMIuWoMIII-pulﬂmdmm&lﬂtmIid
The story must be true In detall and subject to confirmsiion. It
mgmcbcmauwmﬂuwn‘:ﬁgmmwud

wrvices
story briefly, simply, nsturely, without

Confine your narrative to a%0 wm" or les
'&7" Address "Pirst Raise

Ms thoughts glanced at Richard
without malice. He had hean goaded
to the attack just now, but he pitied
the fellow. They were all pitiable
together; thers wWaa no glory any.
where. He stopped for a momant,
pirock by that. Surely It must be
wrong If this srrangement brought
joy te mobody. But he could not
turn back: right or wrong, it was
over, And his devotion—hia deve-

was the ralse awarded! What el
ex-

referably less. Write on
, Evening Werld P. Q.

S

ucln-htl-.

‘il

New York, but how mueh of it (s reach-

ing the comm:f' We

L]

Postmaster-Genaral Burleson having
decided to stop sending the magaxines
by freight, the OChristmas numbers
ought to be on the news stands In &
week or two,

thres

three

Excellant opportunity for the fellow

suthenticity of that story telling of .-
couple that were recently It

any woman would promise to ebey i

Our |dea of the nome of useless ad-

vice In that of & B
who hasn't taken his vacation yei o) warns & Hoston physiclan whe

wistt Maxico, 43 all you bave to do s t0 cabbage.

have our doubts eon the
“‘married

different tongues.” Can't belisva

lsnguages.
L T ’

people against esting too mes
loguiren,



